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I have collected and now republish in this volume, 
poems written by me at irregular intervals during 
the last forty-five years, and heretofore published from 
time to time as they were written. 

When I commenced my career as a lawyer, I deter- 
mined to devote myself wholly to my profession; and 
I wrote the poem entitled "The Harp — My Last," 
believing at the time that it was the last piece of 
poetry that I would ever write. But neither the fas- 
cinations of the practice of law, with its sharp conflicts 
of disciplined legal minds, nor the grave and respon- 
sible duties of a position on the Bench for nearly a 
^ quarter of a century, were sufficient to extinguish 
* altogether my early love of poetry and song. Accord- 
v ingly, writing occasional poems has furnished many 
^.pleasant episodes in my busy professional and official 
^life. And* this was no waste of time, because the same 
^^sinental processes are called into requisition in tracing 
the beautiful shades of thought that find expression 
^ in poetical language, as in exploring the elementary 
^ principles of the law as a science, and in determining 
the logical relations of its fundamental truths. 

George W. Dunn, 
Richmond, Missouri, 

January 30, A. D. 1882. 
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POEMS. 



THE TEMPLE OF JUSTICE. 



Dedicated to the Bench and the Bar. 



There stood in Eden once, as legends tell, 

A regal temple, bathed in heaven's own light ; 
But when our happy parents sinned and fell, 

That temple felt the avenging curse and blight ; 

And would have sunk in deep and endless night ; 
But God in mercy had its fragments thrown 

? er all the earth, and now they greet our sight 
Where'er we go, in every clime and zone : 
Each fragment of that temple is a precious stone. 

In after ages on Moriah's brow, 

King Solomon a wondrous temple raised, 

Built as was shown upon the mount ; and now 
We do not marvel that the nations gazed 
Entranced, or that the Queen of Sheba praised 
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The master architect ; for ne'er before 

Had earth's admiring millions stood amazed 
In view of such a structure ; never more, 
Perhaps, will such a temple greet us on Time's shore. 

But we are workmen on a temple, too, 

A glorious temple shielding human rights ; 
And if we labor as good men and true, 

Our consciences will bring us such delights 

As duty, faithfully performed, invites. 
Then bring for this grand temple precious things — 

Sapphires and rubies, emeralds, chrysolites : 
We do not build on vain imaginings ; 
We trace the streams of truth to their celestial springs. 

Through coming ages will our temple stand, 

The grandest product of man's mind and heart ; 
Its dome and spire point to the better land, 

Its walls and towers attest the builders' art. 

I only ask to bear an humble part 
In fashioning the work — to have my name 

Inscribed upon its walls ere I depart ; 
I ask but this, and make no other claim 
To that which heroes bleed for, and the world calls Fame, 

April 10, A. D. 1875. 
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THE ERMINE AND THE HARP. 



The Ermine's hue of spotless white 

Invokes the wearer's earnest ken, 
As law and equity unite 

To shield and bless the sons of men. 
For heaven-born Truth by right prevails, 

And baffles every crafty scheme 
When Justice holds the impartial scales, 

And Mercy's tears bedew the beam. 

Fraud writhes beneath the Jurist's feet, 

And Falsehood from his presence flies ; 
Twin sisters these that dare not meet 

The piercing glances of his eyes : 
And fetters that the strong apply 

To feeble limbs are snapped in twain, 
And Wrong's foul emblems scattered lie 

Around the bondman's broken chain. 

bring my Harp ! Its chords shall send 
Exultant notes to greet all ears — 

Notes whose rich harmonies will blend 
With music sounding from the spheres ; 



12 POEMS. 



For right has triumphed over wrong, 
And Justice holds unbroken sway. 

The victory demands a song, 
A sweet song that will live for aye. 
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THE HARP— MY LAST. 



My Harp had long in silence slept, 
Its joyous tones no more were heard, 

The unconscious breeze above it swept, 
But not a breath of music stirred. 

The soul of love — the spark from heaven 
That warmed my heart in happier days, 

And rapture to each note had given, 
Had fled, and mute were all its lays. 

The few— the warm and generous few — 
That listened to it then were gone; 

No voice bid me the strain renew, 
No friendly bosom sighed "go on." 

I seized the silent, worthless thing, 
Where it had long neglected hung, 

And one by one unloosed each string, 
And threw the Harp away unstrung. 
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And while the strings before me lay, 
I thought they might be useful still, 

If they were safely stored away, 
And held obedient to my will. 

This string, I said, will bind the arm 
Just raised to lay the feeble low, 

And shield the innocent from harm — 
Restraining the impending blow. 

The greedy hand of him that fain 

Would grasp for treasures not his own, 

This one will, by its power, restrain, 
And thus its better use make known. 

And this, the slanderer's tongue will hold, 
Whose poison blasts the good man's name; 

The scandalous words will die untold, 
Nor blight nor stain an honest fame. 

And if a demon should invade 
The paradise where virtue dwells, 

Then leave the wreck his crimes have made, 
Nor heed the pangs his victim feels; 
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All, all will be required then, 

To stay him in his mad career ; 
But all cannot call back again 

The peace that smiled so sweetly there. . 

And thus the strings that once set forth 

Their music on the passing gale, 
Will serve my ends and prove their worth, 

Where all their lays of love would fail. 

Then let not man his powers engage 

In things as fleeting as the wind, 
But catch the spirit of the age, 

And serve his country and mankind. 
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THE AMERICAN EAGLE. 



O, let the bird of freedom soar, 

Above the clouds and storms of earth, 
With faultless pinions as of yore, 

Till all shall own his heavenly birth ; 
And tear not from his bleeding breast, 

Though tempted by its golden hue, 
The plumage in which nature dressed 

The bird that freemen love to view. 

And though his severed wings might seem 

Still beautiful if torn away, 
Our foes would spurn such toys, and deem 

The bird himself their chosen prey. 
Then pluck not from this glorious bird 

The plumes with which he mounts on high ; 
Rather let freedom's sons be heard 

Rejoicing as he cleaves the sky. 

Proud bird ! Though marred by ruthless hands, 
Thy name each freeman gladly hails ; 

For well he knows, in other lands, 
Before thy glance the despot quails. 
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Still make thy cherished home among 
The shrines reared by our patriot sires, 

Till the last sceptre shall be wrung 
From tyrant hands — till time expires. 

November 10, 1851. 



CYNTHIA. 



Could I but wield a poet's pen, 

Your name my chosen theme would be ; 

Nor would my fancy falter when 

That name inspired my minstrelsy. 

How softly does it greet the ear ; 

Its melting cadences appear 

Akin to music from a higher sphere. 
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OUR FLAG. 



We unfurl the flag that our fathers loved — 
'Tis the glorious flag of the free and the brave ; 
And we know full well that your hearts, when moved 
By beholding this ensign, will say, let it wave ! 
Let the old starry banner, unfettered and free, 
Triumphantly wave o'er the land, o'er the sea ! 
T'was a beacon of hope to our fathers of yore, 
It will symbolize freedom on, on, evermore. 
Then hail it, 0, hail it ! * Let it ne'er be riven — 
Ever more let it float on the breezes of heaven. 

" Keep your eyes still fixed on the flag, brave men," 
Said a hero whose life was fast ebbing away ; 
And our bosoms should yield a responsive amen, ■ 
To his words, as we move in the midst of the fray. 
The storm may be dark, but the dear God above 
Will arch our broad land with his rainbow of love. 
The stars on our flag, may they all greet the eye, 
Till the stars shall be rolled like a scroll from the sky. 
Until then may it float from liberty's dome, 
And the spires that point to the Christian's home. 
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MAN— A PILGRIM. 



Say, what is man, in all the pride 

Of boasted pleasure, wealth or fame ? 
Vain man that claims to be allied 

To beings of a nobler name ? 
Consult the past, whose deeds have been 

Portrayed by many a chronicler ; 
On every page inscribed, is seen — 

Man, Man is but a pilgrim here. 

The joys of youth, like music's strain, 

May keep his heart enchained awhile, 
And as he moves in pleasure's train, 

All things around may seem to smile ; 
And these may cause him to forget, 

While sporting in his gay career, 
The truth that time will teach him yet 

That, Man is but a pilgrim here. 

Wealth, too, has charms that fan the fire 
That in his ardent bosom glows ; 

And still the unsubdued desire 
Of more, allows him no repose. 
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He toils, nor stops to look upon 
And read the simple line, that near 

Yon willow, graven on a stone, 
Says, Man is but a pilgrim here. 

He proudly wears a laurel wreath 

Upon his brow, and oft his ear 
Is turned to listen to the breath 

Of praise his soul delights to hear. 
The trump of fame has charmed him now * r 

He is ambition's worshiper ; 
But hears not from fche graves below 

The voice, Man is a pilgrim here. 

Behold him in the peaceful vale 

Of humble life — his wants are few, 
And bounteous nature does not fail 

On him her blessings to renew; 
But scan his whole career and see — 

See what ? Enough — a smile — a tear ; 
A line will write his history, — 

Man, Man is but a pilgrim here. 
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AMBITION. 



Who that beholds the flowers that lie 
Upon life's varied pathway strown, 

Can idly gaze and pass them by, 

Nor weave a wreath to call his own ? 

Who with the ardent soul of youth, 
Where science sheds its hallowed beams, 

Will not toil day and night for truth, 

And drink delight from Wisdom's streams ? 

Who that has seen the star of Fame, 
Bright shining from its dizzy height, 

Would not rejoice to see his name 
Reflecting back its radiant light ? 

While swiftly on its troubled wave 
Time bears our fading years away, 

Who would not struggle hard to save 
A name — his all — from dull decay ? 
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AEOLIAN HARP. 



jEolian Harp, when o'er thy strings 

The gentle zephyr waves its wings, 

I love to pause awhile, and hear 

The heavenly tones that charm the ear ; 

For nature guides the strains, not art, 

That warm and move and melt the heart. 

What if while listening to thy soft 
Enchanting music, we must oft 
Hear but the dying echoes when 
The air grows calm ; for soon again 
Another breeze comes floating by, 
And wakes thy joyous melody. 

A master's hand essays in vain 
To equal even thy humblest strain, 
Much less the unearthly symphonies, 
Swept from thee by the unconscious breeze; 
Nor will I vainly seek to tell 
The matchless magic of thy spell. 
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A SCENE 



On the Kentucky River, in Jessamine County, Kentucky. 



The gentle zephyrs scarcely stir 
The leaves upon the trees around, 

And faintly from afar I hear 
The river's low and murmuring sound. 

And as more near my steps advance, 
A deeper tone falls on my ear, 

And brighter beauties meet my glance, 
And grander, nobler works appear. 

And now upon the cliff's tall brow 
I stand, and far beneath my feet, 

I see the rolling waters flow — 

Wave chasing wave as they retreat. 

My eyes bend down the rapid stream, 
The blue hills on each side arise ; 

Their trees and rocks afar off seem 
To mingle, and embrace the skies. 
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The rugged cliffs and hills around, 
Whose gray rocks echo back my voice, 

With trees and blooming flowers are crowned, 
And seem in concert to rejoice. 

The sky is tranquil and serene, 
And pure and fragrant is the air; 

The sun looks down upon the scene, 
And pours his beams profusely there. 

A. D. 1836. 
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A NIGHT STORM. 



The storm that madly rushes by, 

And shakes the troubled earth beneath, 
And sends throughout the land a cry 

As mournful as the knell of death, 
Is wilder, more tumultuous far 

Than is my spirit's ebb and flow ; 
But yet the storm's sad wailings are 

Harmonious with its notes of woe. 

The vivid lightning's transient blaze 

Reveals the face of nature now ; 
But ere I turn my eyes to gaze, 

The veil falls o'er night's sable brow. 
And thus the hope that sometimes springs 

And lives where desolation reigned, 
Fades ere the promised joys it brings — 

Dies ere the wished-for goal is gained. 

The distant thunder's rattling peal, 

That sounds through many a lonely glen, 

And only dies to make us feel 

Its voice thrill through our hearts again, 
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Is like the pang misfortune brings, 
To wound afresh the oft pierced heart, 

And drain its life-blood ere the stings 
It felt before have ceased to smart. 

The night — the moonless, starless night — 

The night of storms and clouds and gloom r 
When there is not a beam of light, 

But all is darker than the tomb, 
Is like — too like my destiny — 

Its rayless, cheerless, hopeless shades ; 
Oh ! when will sunshine drive from me 

The night that now my soul pervades. 



POEMS* 27 



THE STRANGER. 



When hope, fond hope had sighed adieu, 

And left me in a world of gloom ; 
When all the scenes my fancy drew 

Of love and bliss had ceased to bloom, 
And life a sable aspect wore, 

That mocked ambition's every aim, 
And dark despair was settling o'er 

The wreck of what had been — she came. 

Yes, from my own loved land she came, 

The harbinger of brighter days, 
And countless voices rang her name 

In accents of the loftiest praise ; 
And hearts where love had slumbered long 

Now glowed with all they once had felt, 
And soon the gay and youthful throng 

Around the stranger's altar knelt. 

A dream of bliss— now mine no more — 

A vision of my earlier youth, 
When love no false disguises wore, 

And only spoke in words of truth, — 
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Flashed on my soul. Was it a dream? 

A vision? No ; for months rolled by, 
And Juliet was my constant theme, 

The vision — a reality. 

She taught my heart to feel again 

That hope might still be cherished there, 
And love resumed its blissful reign 

Where late had brooded dark despair. 
Yes, and on many a summer's even 

Did we reveal our mutual love, 
Our witnesses, the stars of heaven 

That smiled upon us from above. 
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INVITATION. 



Wilt thou come to a land where the prairies are 
blooming 
With flowers that need not the culture of art ? 
Thy lover is waiting to welcome thy coming; 
The anguish of absence is rending his heart. 

Wilt thou come ? 

We will wander together where nature displays 
In the richest profusion her charms to the eye ; 

We will sit by the dark rolling river, and gaze 
On the blue hills around and the stream that sweeps; 

by. 

Wilt thou come? 

I will show thee the spot where, in years that have fled r 
The blaze of the wigwam lit up the dark wood 

Ere the pioneer's ax or the emigrant's tread 
Had broken the calm of the deep solitude. 

Wilt thou come ? 

The breeze that so 3oftly floats in from the West, 
Has been spreading its pinions o'er mountains of 
snow, 
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And will fan with its freshness thy brow when op- 
pressed, 
Like the wings of a seraph, wherever we go. 

Wilt thou come? 

I wiU build thee a cottage by yonder green hill, 
Where forest trees wave and where wild flowers 
bloom, 
And where gay birds the air with their melody fill ; 
And their strains of wild music will welcome thee 
home. 

Wilt thou come? 

The bitterest pang that my bosom has known 
Was felt when stern destiny tore thee from me; 

Then bind up the wounds of a heart all thine own, 
Whose bliss is to love, and to love only thee. 

Wilt thou come? 

And time, as it hurries us on in its flight, 
Will find us as truly with happiness blest 

When years have rolled by as when first, with delight, 
I hailed thee to cheer our sweet home in the West. 

Wilt thou come? 
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THE BARD'S CHOICE. 



Let sordid souls their worship pay 
At mammon's oft frequented shrine, 

And barter all earth's joys away, 

To win the wealth for which they pine. 

Let pleasure's votaries revel still 
In countless scenes of fancied bliss, 

Pursuing phantom forms that will 
Elude them in a world like this. 

Let wild ambition beckon on 

The men who climb the hill of fame, 

And pledge to those who stand upon 
Its lofty brow, a deathless name. 

But let that happiness be mine 
That fills the soul where love abides ; 

Nor would I bliss like this resign 
For all the world can give besides. 



32 POEMS. 



MATRIMONY. 



One flower, and one alone, of all 

That bloomed in Eden's blissful bowers, 
So radiantly before the fall, 

Still blooms in this dark world of ours. 
The rest were blasted by the breath — 

The poisonous, withering breath of sin, 
And drooped their heads and tasted death 

When woman let the tempter in. 

This flower, the only relic left 

Of Eden to our fallen race, 
Blooms sweetly still, though oft bereft 

Of more than half its primal grace. 
But with affection's fostering care, 

From hearts devoted, changeless, true, 
This flower the same bright tints will wear 

As when in paradise it grew. 
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THE WOUNDED BIRD. 



Sweet bird with broken pinion, cease 

To chant that melancholy strain ; 
Such mournful music mars my peace, 

Such sad notes fill my breast with pain. 
Then cease, or sing a song of love, 

Such as in other days was heard 
Resounding through thy native grove, 

When thou wert blithe and free, sweet bird. 

I know I sang a gayer song 

When perched upon my favorite bough, 
Surrounded by a choral throng, 

Than any I can sing thee now. 
Gay music was my joy and pride 

When I could flit from tree to tree ; 
But now my wing droops at my side, 

I cannot sing that song for thee. 

Spring came once more ; the earth again 
Was robed in verdure ; glen and wood 
Rang with the songs of birds ; each strain 
3 
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Was wafted through the solitude ; 
But as I stood entranced, and heard 

The'minstrels sing their loveliest song, 
IJwept^because the wounded bird 

Was not among the joyous throng. 
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THE COTTAGE GLEN MARY. 



In Daviess County, Missouri, the Residence of Dr. Ellis 
when this was written, july 15, a. d. 1840. 



The breeze that had kissed the sweet flowers that bloom 
On the bosom of many a wide-spreading prairie, 

All laden with fragrance had come to perfume 
The grove that encircles the Cottage Glen Mary. 

And the music of nature's own songsters came forth, 
In soul-stirring accents, from where the wild vine, 

Suspending its branches above the green earth, 
Forms a sacred retreat for the time-hallowed Nine. 

Where the forest-tree boughs all admission denied 
To the sunbeams at noonday, a sweet litttle rill, 

By a clear gushing fountain with water supplied, 

Gurgles on through the grass at the base of the hill. 

'Tis night, and the birds have all gone to their rest, 
The zephyr is hushed, and the air is serene ; 

And 0, what emotions are thrilling my brerfst, 
As I gaze with delight on the rapturous scene. 
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But hark ! For a voice from the cottage goes up ; 

Behold the lone inmate now bending in prayer; 
He has drunk the last dregs from life's bitterest cup, 

And evening and morning devoutly kneels there. 

How changed since that spirit has taken its flight, 
Which when linked with his own made Glen Mary a 
heaven ; 

His affections now turn to his God, and to-night 
This holiest of hours to devotion is given. 

There's a land where the loved and the lost shall again 
Be restored to our bosoms and torn from us never, 

Where death has no power and true bliss will reign 
In the hearts of the sanctified spirits forever. 
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DYING ADDRESS OF THE FAR WEST. 



The Far West and the Western Star were two newspapers 

that died within a short time op each other, 

nearly forty years ago. 



Since I must taste untimely death, 
My friends and patrons, now to you, 

Before I yield my parting breath, 
I ask to speak this last adieu. 

Sad fate that soon must rend apart 

The ties that years had failed to sever, 
And keen the pang in every heart 

That knows, alas ! we part forever. 

I must go down — even as the Star, 
The Western Star, whose radiance shone 

So brightly once, whose fiery car 

Is crushed, and all whose light is gone. 

But Truth has been my constant aim, 

( I say this on my dying bed,) 
And e'en my foes will own the same, 

When I am numbered with the dead. 
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Yet not with me will cease to live 
The cause to which I owe my birth ; 

No, no ; that cause must, will survie 
'Till freedom reigns throughout the earth. 

Like earth's internal fire, it may 
Be smothered for a time ; rocks, seas, 

And mountains press it down, and they 
May for awhile its flames appease, 

But cannot quench them ; through the earth 
They will roll till the rocks are riven, 

And the volcanic fires burst forth, 
And toss their towering flames to heaven. 
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A SISTER'S SOLILOQUY. 



The past — how like a dream to me — 

The unforgotten past! 
I know the love that cheered me then 

Will cheer me to the last. 
But chide me not, if when alone 

I shed a silent tear ; 
It falls upon a stranger's land — 

My brother is not here. 

Yet often to my native home 

My fancy speeds its flight, 
And o'er the joys of earlier days 

It lingers with delight. 
I reach the once familiar spot, 

A brother's smiles to share, 
And unknown voices reach my ear, 

My brother is not there. 

But think not that the flight of years 

Or distance can efface 
The memory of my childhood home, 

That consecrated place, 
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Where countless recollections wake, 
By time made still more dear. 

No, these are fondly treasured up, 
My wintry age to cheer. 

And oft do I recall the hour 

In life's exulting spring, 
When first my cherished brother taught 

My infant voice to sing ; 
When first he taught my heart to love. 

The bard's inspiring strain, 
And 0, I would rejoice, if I 

Could live them o'er again. 

The gloom — the ills of life — if e'er 

They darkened o'er me then, 
His buoyant spirit breathed in mine 

Made joy return again. 
I knew not then affliction's sigh, 

Or sorrow's burning tear — 
Alas ! they are familiar now ; 

My brother is not here. 

Bright relics of the deathless past, 

By fate still left to me, 
A solace till I reach the shore 
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Of vast eternity. — 
A solace that my heart will seek 

When nothing else can cheer; 
A heart that almost bleeds because 

That brother is not here. 

The earth around is beautiful, 

And tranquil is the sky, 
Here where the prairie, stream, and grove 

Alternate meet the eye; 
And sweet the music of the stream 

That softly murmurs near — 
Nature is gay, and seems e'en here 

Her gaudiest dress to wear. 

But not the prairie, stream, or grove, 

Nor the rejoicing earth, 
Can teach my bosom to forget 

The land that gave me birth. 
Chained to it by unnumbered ties 

That only death can sever, 
My theme has been and still shall be, 

My native land forever. 
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There, too, reposes kindred dust, 

Hushed in a dreamless sleep ; 
And is there not one sorrowing heart 

That seeks their graves to weep ?. 
The grass is green above them now, 

And has been many a year; 
Go pay them, brother, in my name, 

The homage of a tear. 

And while you bend in. sorrow o'er 

The dust beneath your feet, 
Forget not that there is a clime 

Where the redeemed shall meet. 
And if in brighter worlds I may 

This blissful meeting share, 
My harp will strike a higher note, 

To find my brother there. 
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INCONSTANCY. 



I knew she loved me not, and yet 

I sought her once again ; 
I thought my lays of love might not 

Be listened to in vain. 
For she had heard from beauty's lips 

The strains my fancy wove, 
And well she knew I had a heart 

Fashioned and formed to love. 

I found her in a glittering throng, 

But she observed me not, 
For statlier, gayer forms than mine 

Absorbed her every thought. 
I gazed upon her sylph-like form, 

And marked her graceful air ; 
There was not one that rivalled her, 

Of all assembled there. 

We met once more, but not as then ; 

The assembled crowd had gone. 
I found her at her cottage door, 

And she was there alone 
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The sun was sinking in the west, 
The birds sang in the trees ; 

Their melody was borne away 
Upon the evening breeze. 

The twilight hid the modest blush 

That mantled o'er her cheek, 
As we that evening plighted vows 

That time soon saw us break. 
And yet those scenes will haunt me still, 

And will not be' forgot ; 
They never can be mine again — 

I know she loves me not. 
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ABSENCE. 



Why don't he come, she said and sighed, 

And wiped away the silent tear, 
For well he knows it was my pride 

To make him blest when he was near. 
And does he not remember yet 

The vows he made, of changeless love ? 
Can distance teach him to forget, 

Or Time the ardent flame remove ? 

Why don't he come, she said once more, 

And sorrow filled her bleeding heart, 
When only he can e'er restore 

The bliss that love and hope impart ? 
For he it was in days gone by, 

That sweetly cheered my cottage-home, 
And peace will from my presence fly 

Till he returns — Why don't he come ? 
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A SPRIG OF CEDAR. 



Presented to a Lady. 



Take, loved one, take this emblem fair, 
Of feelings cherished still by me, 

And guard it with a lover's care, 
And doubt not that " I live for thee." 

Its freshness may indeed depart, 
And all its beauties withered be ; 

But yet the language of the heart 
'Twill utter still—" I live for thee." 

Keep it secure from others' view, 
For none but lovers e'er should see 

An emblem of a thought so true 

As this which says, "I live for thee." 

"I live for thee ; " but oh ! 'tis vain 
Unless the pleasing sound should be 

As sweetly echoed back again, 
And softly tell, " I live for thee." 
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REFLECTIONS 



At the Funeral of Mrs. J. F. W., Ray County, Missouri. 



Beneath the verdant forest trees, 

Whose leaves the gentle west wind stirs, 

A sister's sainted spirit sees 
A throng of humble worshipers. 

Freed from the clod of clay that bound 
That spirit to this earthly sphere, 

And borne where heavenly bliss is found, 
Why does she gaze intently here ? 

She would not leave her bright abode 
A pilgrim's journey to resume, 

And travel o'er life's dreary road, 
Where flowers of bliss but rarely bloom. 

Then why, as from that grove ascend 
Sweet strains of melody and praise 

From many voices, does she bend 
Her longing eyes, and fondly gaze? 
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It is that she may witness here 
The penitential tears that fall 

From cherished friends, assembled where 
She lived, and loved, and prayed for alL 

And, sinner, if a trumpet-tongue 
Were to that sainted spirit given, 

The words of warning would be rung 
In deathless tones, u Prepare for Heaven. 11 
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AN ADDRESS. 



Written for a Young Lady, and Delivered by Her on a 
May-day Celebration. 



Long will the memory of this festive throng, 
Now met to welcome the return of May, 

Illuminate our pathway and prolong 
The bliss that thrills through every heart to-day. 
The flowers that grace this scene will fade away, 

But faded flowers exhale a fragrance yet ; 
Thus, too, the influence of each magic word, 

Fresh from the heart, we will not soon forget ; 
And when the bosom's inmost depths are stirred 
By music's strain, its echoes will again be heard. 

And shall we greet the glad return of spring, 
The loveliest season of the changing year, 

And of its budding glories speak and sing, 
Till nature's charms are rendered doubly dear, 
And part from scenes like this without a tear ? 

For well we know that bright and buoyant May 
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Is but the type of youth's unfolding bloom, 
That both are destined soon to pass away ; 
That one will yield to dreary winter's gloom, 
The other moulder in the enbraces of the tomb. 

But He who gives the flower its radiant hue, 
Who holds the north wind in its icy home, 

Who wafts the zephyrs, and with tints of blue, 
Paints o'er our heads the heaven's extended dome, 
Will guide our steps wherever we may roam ; 

And when the fitful dreams of life are past, 
Will bear His faithful children to the skies, 

Where free from peril — anchored safe at last — 
All tears are wiped from the blest pilgrim's eyes ; 

Such is His cheering promise to the good and wise. 
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THE BACHELOR. 



O give me the joys of a bachelor's life, 

With a heart ever buoyant, contented and free ; 
The languishing lover may sigh for a wife, 
And spend all his days in vexation and strife, 
But the bachelor's life is the life still for me. 

Young poets have told us that woman's true love 

Will as tenderly cling as the vine to the tree ; 
Then mark yonder oak that now stands in the grove, 
That the vine spreads its foliage around and above, 
And say, does it flourish like those that are free ? 

And when in its fury the storm has swept by, 

Go then, if you will, and behold it again ; 
And low on the earth all its honors may lie, 
While those that were free wave their branches on high, 
And lords of the forest still proudly remain. 

How sweet is that home that none may molest, 
How joyous his bosom that calls it his own, 
Where no jarring discord can clash with his rest ; 
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Yes, if in this world there is one truly blest n 
It is he who thus journeys through life all alone. 

There's a pleasure that none but the bachelor knows ; 

It is felt when he sits undisturbed and secure 
In his armed-chair alone, while a cheerful flame glows 
On his hearth, ever free from the multiplied woes 

That millions of mortals are doomed to endure. 

Let Benedicts envy his quiet retreat, 

And frown, if they choose, with their care-worn brows ; 
It mars not his peace, nor makes the less sweet 
A home where he knows that he never will meet 

With the wreck and the ruin of love's broken vows. 

And if, in the midst of his happy career, / 

Misfortune's dark storms reach the bachelor's home. 

No voice of distress — no sufferer's tear 

Upbraidingly tells him that ruin is near, 

And he braves like a hero whatever may come. 

Then give me the joys of a bachelor's life, 

With a heart ever buoyant, contented and free. 
The languishing lover may sigh for a wife, 
And spend all his days in vexation and strife, 
But the bachelor's life is the life still for me. 
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SYMPATHY. 



The flowers that bloomed so fair and sweet, 

Along my path in earlier years, 
Have faded now, and at my feet 

No gem of life's gay spring appears. 
Tet oft in dreams I tread again 

Youth's radiant pathway as of yore, 
But waking, find it all in vain 

To dream of flowers that bloom no more. 

O, if some kindred spirit's tears 

Had on these lovely flowers been shed, 
They would have bloomed in after years, 

And not a charm have waned or fled ; 
But sweetly gathering round my path, 

In bright profusion, day by day, 
They would have spurned the tempest's wrath, 

And smiled beneath the summer's ray. 
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PSALM XXIV. 



The earth is the Lord's, and the fullness thereof 
The world, and they that dwell therein, 
For He hath founded it upon the seas, 
And established it upon the floods. 

Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord ? 
Or who shall stand in His holy place ? 
He that hath clean hands and a pure heart ; 
Who hath not lifted up his soul unto vanity, 
Nor sworn deceitfully. 

He shall receive the blessing from the Lord, 
And righteousness from the God of his salvation. 
This is the generation of them that seek Him, 
That seek Thy face, God of Jacob. 
Selah. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! 
And be ye lifted up, ye everlasting doors ; 
And the King of glory shall come in. 
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Who is this King of glory ? 
The Lord strong and mighty, 
The Lord mighty in battle. 

Lift up your heads, ye gates ! 

Even lift them up, ye everlasting doors ; 

And the King of glory shall come in. 

Who is this King of glory ? 
The Lord of hosts, He is the King of glory. 
Selah. 
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THE HEBREW CAPTIVES. 



By the rivers of Babylon, mantled in gloom, 
The captives sat down and there bitterly wept, 

While their thoughts brooded over loved Zion's sad 
doom, 
And their harps on the willows in silence all slept. 

For there their oppressors, not heeding their woes, 
Now ask of them mirth, saying sing us, sing 

A sweet song of Zion, whose music once rose 
From each harp as if swept by a seraph's bright wing. 

But vain the request, for the captives reply, 
While groaning in bondage and loaded with wrongs, 

Our sad hearts would break, and our faint voices die, 
Should bur lips but pronounce one of Zion's sweet 
songs. 

0, Jerusalem, ne'er will thy children forget, 
Though feeling the smart of affliction's keen rod, 

The place where when favored by Heaven they met, 
And united their voices in praising their God. 
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VASHTI'S DOOM. 



The voice of mirth, from day to day, 

In Shushan's palace halls resounds, 
And swiftly glide the hours away 

Where joy — unmingled — joy abounds. 
Ahasuerus' royal feast 
Displays to many a titled guest 
The riches of that realm sublime, 

Whose wide extended borders spread 
From Ethiopia's sunny clime 

To where the mountain zephyrs shed 
A balm o'er India's vales of bliss. 

And never in that monarch's reign 
Did such a gorgeous feast as this 

Draw round his throne so bright a train. 

Choice wine from golden vases poured 
Is sparkling on his ample board ; 
And while the exhilarating draught 
By guests and host is freely quaffed, 
To crown the blissful scene, the King 
Commands his chamberlains to bring 



58 POEMS. 

The Queen, in royal robes arrayed, 
Before his joyous guests, that all 

Might see her peerless charms displayed — 
Peerless at that gay festival. 

The King's command is swiftly borne, 
And soon the chamberlains return ; 
But Vashti comes not. Suddenly, 

The merry strain is hushed, and gloom 
Breaks in upon their revelry : 

" Queen Vashti has refused to come" 

The sages of the law, the wise 
In deep and learned mysteries, 
Are brought before the King to tell 

What direful punishment is due 
A crime so foul ; and none as well 

As Memucan those mysteries knew. 

Not unto thee alone, replies 

This sage whom all acknowledged wise ; 

Not unto thee alone, O King, 

Will Vashti's deed dishonor bring ; 

Soon will the wives of Princes learn 

Their rightful lords' commands to spurn. 
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And every wife throughout the realm — 

So fast a Queen's example flies — 
With shame will, first or last, o'erwhelm 

Her husband, and his rule despise. 
Then if it please my lord, the King, 
To seal this mandate with his ring, 
Even this : ' " Vashti shall come no more 

Before the King" and let it go 
In every tongue thy empire o'er, 

Then wives of every grade will know 
The great Ahasuerus' words, 
And yield obedience to their lords. 

'Tis done. The unchangeable decree 
Has fixed Queen Vashti's destiny. 
In every province now is read 
The mandate of the sovereign head. 
But oh ! what untold sorrows wring 

Queen Vashti's heart while pondering o'er 
The fatal words : " Before the King 

Vashti , the Queen y shall come no more." 
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HADASSAH. 



The feast is o'er, the guests are gone, 

Ahasuerus is alone ; 

The wine that so inflamed his blood 

Is thrown aside for temperate food, 

And calm reflection's sober hour 

Has come with all its holiest power, 
And he remembers Vashti now, 

His idolized but banished Queen — 
Her constant love, his early vow, 

And what an angel she had been ; 
Thinks of his present loneliness, 

And how his years must pass away 
With none to bless him — none to bless 

In life — in age's slow decay ; 
Yet none, alas ! can now repeal 
The law that bears his royal seal. 

But shall the widowed heart remain 
Bound to the earth with sorrow's chain ? 
And if the wounded spirit needs 
The help of some sustaining prop, 
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Say, does not he whose bosom bleeds 

Want some kind one to bear him irp ? 

Obedient to the king's command, 

His servants bring from every land 
The young, the beautiful, the fair ; 

Perhaps another one may yet 
Be found the royal crown to wear — 

Ahasuerus may forget, 
While gazing on another's face, 
His exiled Vashti's loveliness. 

They come ! The sovereign's choice is made I 

The crown is on Hadassah's head; 

The assembled court proclaim her Queen, 

And mirth and music close the scene. 
Ahasuerus knew not, when 

The crown upon her head was placed r 
Through what a line of holy men 

Hadassah's ancestry was traced. 
He knew not that the ties of blood 

Bound her to that lone Benjamite, 
Whose hopes an overwhelming flood 

Of woes had sunk in deepest night, — 
Who sits before the palace gate 
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Through many a long and weary day, 
As if he mourned his gloomy fate, 
And strove to pine his life away. 

'Tis midnight now, and sleep has thrown 
Its soft and downy mantle on 
The thousands that securely lie 
Beneath the law's strong panoply. 

But they, the chamberlains that keep 
Watch by the royal palace door — 

Bigthan and Teresh dare not sleep 
Till sable night's still reign is o'er — 

And their unceasing converse breaks 
The solemn stillness of the night, 

As many a devious turn it takes 

From themes enkindling pure delight, 

To those that make the pulse stand still 

With sudden horror's shivering thrill. 

But who is this that bends beneath 
Yon lattice ? Is his message death ? 
Death to the happy royal pair 
That now repose so sweetly there ? 
No, no, he is not armed for war ; 
Faith is his only cimiter — 
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'Tis the lone Benjamite ; but now 
Hope sits triumphant on his brow, 
And kneeling on the dewy earth, 
All silently his soul pours forth 
Prayers to our God, the Great I Am, 
For blessings on Hadassah's name. 
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JEPHTHAH'S DAUGHTER. 

God of battles, look in mercy 
On Thy chosen people, Israel, 
As they go to meet the heathen 
In the dire impending conflict ! 

■" Lord, if Thou wilt give us victory 
O'er our foes, then whatsoever 
Greets me on my peaceful threshold. 
Shall be sacred as an offering 
Sending incense up to heaven. " 

Jephthah's vow was scarcely uttered, 
Ere he led his valiant comrades 
Onward to a glorious victory 
O'er the haughty sons of Ammon; 
And in triumph home returning, 
He beholds his only daughter 
Greeting him with sounding timbrels. 

"O my daughter!" moaned he sadly, 
As she kissed her weeping father, 
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" I have vowed a vow to heaven, 
And my heart is bleeding, breaking ! " 

On the mountains, hoar and craggy, 
Jephthah's daughter wandered wailing ; 
Gloomy caverns caught the echoes, 
Birds and wild beasts paused to listen 
To her melancholy moanings. 

Trusting in the coming Shiloh, 
Once again she left the mountains — 
Back returned to take her journey 
To the promised heavenly Canaan. 

Jephthah loosed her ransomed spirit — 
And she sings among the angels. 

Maids of Israel planted flowers 
On the grave of Jephthah's daughter ; 
And they came each year, and watered 
With their tears love's dear mementoes. 
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CALEB'S BLESSING. 



The beautiful Achsah, whose hand and whose heart 
Had been won by the chivalric Othniel, implored 

A blessing from Caleb, ere she would depart 
To enliven the home of the man she adored. 

And what, asked her father, say what shall I give 
To my daughter, now entering on life's strange career, 

That will prove a true blessing to you while you live, 
And retain all its freshness through each coming year? 

You have given me some land, was the bride's sweet 
reply ; 
Grant one other boon to your dutiful child, 
And give me those clear, gushing springs that near by 
Send their streams o'er the pebbles and rocks through 
the wild. 

He gave her the springs, and the youthful pair hied . 
To their home, where their ears caught the sound of 
the water; 
And the fountains brave Othniel's sole beverage sup- 
plied, 
And he long lived to love Caleb's beautiful daughter. 
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MOSES' SONG. 



Give ear, O ye heavens, and I will speak; 
And hear, earth, the words of my mouth. 

My doctrine shall drop as the rain, 

My speech shall distill as the dew, 
As the small rain upon the tender herb, 
And as the showers upon the grass. 

Because I will publish the name of the Lord ; 
Ascribe ye greatness unto our God. 
He is the Rock ; His work is perfect ! 

For all His ways are judgment — 
A God of truth and without iniquity, 

Just and right is He ! 

When the Most High 
Divided to the nations their inheritance, 
When He separated the sons of Adam, 
He set the bounds of the people 
According to the number of the Children of Israel, 
For the Lord's portion is His people ; 
Jacob is the lot of His inheritance. 



68 POEMS. 

He found him in a desert land, 
And in the waste, howling wilderness; 
He led him about, He instructed him, 
He kept him as the apple of His eye. 
As the eagle stirreth up her nest, 

Fluttereth over her young, 

Spreadeth abroad her wings, 
Taketh them, beareth them on her wings ; 
So the Lord alone did lead him, 
And there was no strange God with him. 
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THE VISION OF ELIPHAZ, THE 
TEMANITE. 



In my thoughts from the visions of night, while I slept, 
Deep fear came upon me, and trembling, I wept ; 
For I saw in my dreams, as it passed by my face, 
A spirit whose image no pencil could trace. 

It passed and was still, and I gazed as it stood ; 

And I wondered what boded it, evil or good ? 

Till an audible. voice drove, away all my fears, 

And these words that it uttered still ring in my ears: 

Shall a frail mortal man be more just than his God ? 
Shall he wrest from the hands of the Almighty his rod ? 
. Shall a man be more pure than his Maker ? O why 
Should such follies delude those who know they must 
diej 

It befits them that dwell here in houses of clay, 
And from morning to evening are passing away, 
To learn that their boasted foundation is dust, 
And build upon God, who is holy and just. 
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JOB'S LAMENTATION. 



that I were as in months past, 

As in the days when God preserved me ! 

When His candle shined upon my head, 

And when by His light I walked through darkness; 

As it was in the days of my youth, 

When the secret of God was upon my tent ; 

When the Almighty was with me to bless me, 

And all my children were round about me ; 

When I washed my steps with butter, 

And the flinty rock poured me out rivers of oil. 

When I went out to the gate through the city, 

When I prepared my seat in the street, 

The young men saw me and hid themselves, 

And the aged arose and stood up before me. % 

1 spoke, and the princes refrained from talking, 
And laid their hands upon their mouth ; 

The nobles listened, and held their peace, 

And their tongue cleaved to the roof of their mouth. 

When the ear heard me, then it blessed me ; 
When the eye saw me, it gave witness to me ; 
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Because I delivered the poor that cried, 
The fatherless, and him that had none to help him. 
The blessing of perishing ones came upon me ; 
And I caused the widow's heart to sing for joy. 
I put on righteousness; as a robe it clothed me : 
And judgment I wore as a diadem. 



MAN'S DAYS. 



As for man, his days are as grass ; 
As a flower of the field, so he flourisheth ; 
For the wind passeth over it, and it is gone ; 
And the place thereof shall know it no more. 
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OUR LORD'S ASCENSION. 



Standing on the Mount of Olives, i 

With His wounded hands uplifted, * ! 

Jesus blesses His apostles, I 

As they gather round Him weeping. 

While His heavenly benedictions I 

Send a solace to their bosoms, 

Quickly He is parted from them, 

And the heaven of heavens receives Him. 

i 
Listen to the shouts of angels, 

Saying : Lift your heads, ye portals ! 

Let the thorn-crowned King of glory 

Enter in, and reign in heaven ! 

Tell me, who is King of glory ? 

May I know Him by His wound-prints ? 

Jesus is the King of glory ; 

All the hosts of heaven adore Him. 

He who on the Isle of Patmos, 
Lifting up his eyes to heaven, 
Heard unnumbered angel voices 
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Mingling in a joyous pean, 

Tells us of the swelling chorus 

Sung by blood-washed sinners saying : 

•Glory to the Lamb forever ! 

For He shed his blood to save us. 



<£S)j^ 



74 POEMS. 



LIFE. 



The days of our years are three score years and ten ; 

And these we spend even as a tale that is told. 
And if, by reason of strength, some sons of men 

Linger awhile on borrowed time, their hold 

On earthly things is frail ; for in the cold 
And silent tomb their forms will shortly lie. 

O, Heavenly Father, teach us, young and old, 
How we our hearts to wisdom may apply, 
That we may live like Christians, and like Christians 
die. 

So sang the monarch minstrel, Israel's King, 
And angel harps might well prolong the strain ; 

Such words of wisdom should be made to ring 
. From every hill-top, and o'er every plain, 
Until the echoes reach the watery main. 

It should be written on the inmost soul, 

That earthly joys are fleeting, false, and vain ; 

That nought should wield o'er man supreme control, 

But bliss that will live on while countless ages roll. 
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AMBROSIA. 

Long years have rolled by since my foot- prints were 
traced 
On the bright and the beautiful land of my birth ; 
Long years have rolled by, but they have not effaced 
From my memory the scenes of that green spot of 
earth. 

And oft as I view, from my home in the West, 
The prairies with verdure and flowers arrayed, 

I wish for some bird that would bear on its crest 
To my friends there, a wreath that my fancy has made. 

But aerial messengers will not explore 
The space intervening, and therefore I send 

The fragrant ambrosia — I cannot do more — 
Then slight not the gift of a far-distant friend. 

And when its rich perfume shall rise on the air, 
Remember the place where its parent stem grew ; 

And the giver who dwells in his white cottage there r 
Will think of the home of his childhood and you. 
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THE PRISONER'S WEDDING. 



Did you ever take a ramble 

To a wild and lonely region 

Where the hills were rough and rocky 

And the vales were deep and sombre ? 

I suppose that none but poets 

Would be charmed with such a ramble. 

But a poet while he wanders 

Near the frowning precipices, 

•Gathers flowers when he finds them 

Peering through the rocky ledges, 

And he listens to the music 

Of the bird-songs echoing softly 

Through the deep and sombre valleys — 

Music sweeter than the zephyrs 

Waft from harps we call ^Eolian. 

As the wildest scenes in nature 
May contain some hidden beauties — 
Hidden beauties that a poet 
Often feasts upon with rapture; 
So amid war's desolations, 
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Some bright flowers may be gathered, 
And the booming of the cannon 
Will not drown all other music. 

Come and listen to my story 
Of a lover and his sweetheart — 
Hear the troubles that beset them, 
How they overcame all troubles ; 
It may cheer desponding lovers 
On the road to matrimony. 

While the war was raging fiercely, 
While contending hosts were fighting, 
And our friends were slain by hundreds- 
In our war to save the Union, 
And our good old Constitution, 
And our ever glorious banner — 

While the war was raging fiercely, 
A young beau, that lives in Richmond,, 
Wooed and won a Richmond lady, 
And the day was fixed and settled 
For their matrimonial union, 
And the guests were all invited 
• To be present at the wedding ; * 
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And the cake was baked and ready, 
And the customary knickknacks 
Were procured in great abundance. 

Just two days before the wedding, 
Our unmarried Provost-Marshal 
Had the Richmond beau arrested 
On a charge of writing treason 
In a letter to a soldier 
Serving in the rebel army — 
Had the beau cast into prison, 
Had him looking through the irons 
Of the iron-grated window 
Of a military prison. 

But the friends of both the parties 
Said the couple must be married — 
Whether in this doleful prison 
Or within her father's parlor 
Was an immaterial question, 
And they left it to the Provost — 
Our young gallant Provost-Marshal. 
And the accommodating Provost 
Said the parties might be married 
In the lady's father's parlor, 
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If three men, all true and loyal, 
Worth at least three thousand dollars, 
Would be bound for his appearance 
On the next day in the morning. 
And three men at once stepped forward — 
They were men of understanding, 
And they knew the happy bridegroom 
Loved the bride to well to leave her, 
And they signed the obligation ; 
And the Provost then paroled him, 
Saying, Go, sir, now, and marry 
And report to-morrow morning. 

And it was a glorious wedding, 
Though it was the first of April, 
On a day we called All-Fool's Day — 
Do you think their conduct foolish ? 
The elite of town attended, 
Rigged up in their best apparel, 
And our loyal Provost-Marshal 
Was invited to the wedding ; 
And he saw the parties married, 
And he ate the wedding supper, 
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Talked politely to the ladies, 
Gave the ladies candy kisses — 
Acted like a Provost should act. 

I prefer old-fashioned kisses 

To the kisses made of candy — 

I prefer the kind that Jacob 

Gave his lovely cousin Rachel 

By the famous well of Haran. 

But I wonder that he cried so ; 

Yet the Bible tells us plainly 

That he wept when he had kissed her. 

And upon the morning following — 

On the second day of April, 

You might see a two-horse carriage 

Leaving Richmond for the railroad, 

With the happy bride and bridegroom 

And an officer and soldier 

Seated snugly in the carriage. 

Thus they took the happy bridegroom 

To the city of Saint Louis , 

There to meet the Provost-Mashal 

On a charge of writing treason 

To a Southern rebel soldier. 
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Thus they made their bridal visit, 

Chatting, laughing, billing, cooing, 

To the city of Saint Louis. 

Father Abraham pays the expenses 

Of the bridegroom to Saint Louis — 

Billing, cooing to Saint Louis 

On a happy bridal visit — 

Gives him rations when he gets there, 

Pays his house rent while he stays there, 

Pays for all in new-made greenbacks ; 

Did Buchanan ever do this? 

What about the Provost-Marshal, 

Father Abraham's Provost-Marshal, 

In the city of Saint Louis ? 

Will he too parole the bridegroom ? 

Will he cast him into prison ? 

What then would the loving bride do ? 

Hope he is a human being, 

If he is a Provost-Marshal — 

Hope he may parole the bridegroom, 

Take a bond and then parole him, 

Like our Richmond Provost-Marshal. 

Think you that the happy bridegroom, 
If the Provost should parole him, 
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Would be plotting any treason 
At the solemn hour of midnight, 
With his loving wife to cheer him? 
Would he join in the Rebellion ? 
Would he feel like killing people ? 
Never — love will answer never. 
If my voice could reach Saint Louis, 
I would say, in accents tender, 
Provost-Marshal ! Provost-Marshal ! 
If you hope for heaven, parole him. 

Who will call our Provost cruel ? 
Who will deem him hard on rebels ? 
When he hastened up a wedding, 
Made a couple marry sooner 
Than the parties had expected — 
Made them happy one day sooner. 

If we had no war to vex us, 

If we had no troops among us, 

If we had no Provost-Marshals, 

Some would never know what love is — 

Would not know what love would venture, 

How it looks through grated windows, 

How it lives in prison dungeons, 

How at last, when true, it triumphs. 
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Love united Will and Lucy ; 

May it be a happy union, 

May they live in bliss ecstatic, 

May bright flowers strew their pathway, 

May they meet the Feds in heaven. 
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METEMPSYCHOSIS. 



Metempsychosis was the word 
In Draco's day, and so a bird 
Of prey was on the lookout when 
Old Draco left the haunts of men ; 
That bird, a vulture, caught his spirit, 
And did his evil traits inherit ; 
Draco's delight was shedding blood — 
Dead bodies are the vulture's food. 

When Draco's spirit left the vulture, 

It found a bird of higher culture — 

Imparted wisdom to an owl, 

And feasted on the choicest fowl. 

Next in a wolf it held dominion, 

And lived on blood, in my opinion. 

A tiger killed the wolf, and then 

Old Draco sought a lion's den. 

He stroked old Leo's mane, but no, 

The lion was his mortal foe ; 

For though he loves good flesh for food, 

He scorns the soul that thrists for blood. 
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Next Draco wore a leopard's skin, 
And still indulged his darling sin. 

And thus old Draco's spirit came 
On down from age to age the same, 
For whether in bird or beast it dwelt, 
Its thirst for blood was always felt. 



TO NELLIE. 



Sing on, gentle Nellie, your sweet warbling notes 
Have lightened the weight of my burden of care ; 

I will list to your music wherever it floats, 
And bless my sweet birdie, whoever you are. 

May your life be as bright and as sweet as your song, 
Whose musical cadences melt on the ear ; 

Sing on, till you join with the white-robed throng, 
In the music that rings through a happier sphere. 
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A PORTRAIT. 



There Were Giants in Those Days. — Bible. 



Thy compeers slumber in the dust, while thou 

Remainest here, thy mission to fulfill ; 
And though fame's brightest wreath entwines thy brow, 

Yet thy career is onward, upward still, 

Statesman of dauntless breast and iron will. 
Bold champion of the people's cause, whose aim 

Is justice, freedom, equal rights for all ; 

No syren's voice can drown thy country's call; 
No calumny can sully such a name. 

Toil on, stern patriot, spurning idle fears, 
And glorious future victories shall be thine ; 

And bards will chant thy praise through coming 
years, 
In words of rapture when this lay of mine 
Shall cease to have a place in memory's shrine. 
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TRUTH, LOVE AND BEAUTY. 



When truth and love and beauty sway 
Man's thoughts and acts, we deem him great; 

But lacking these, none need essay 
To win renown in church or state. 

Truth sheds a radiance on his path ; 

Love fills his soul with perfect bliss ; 
And beauty's wreath of flowers hath 

The magic of the zephyr's kiss. 

Truth yields the mind a rich repast ; 

Loves soothes the yearnings of the heart ; 
But beauty over all will cast 

Charms that defy the painter's art. 

Our God is truth, and God is love, 

And God is beauty deified ; 
Let struggling mortals look above, 

And all their wants will be supplied. 
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Truth, love, and beauty ! clasp them all, 
And weave them in the web of life 

And live ! No storms can e'er appall 
The man who soars above their strife. 
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MISS BIRDIE ALMOND. 



[At Her Entertainment — Elocutionary and Musical — in 

Platte City, in the Court-room, which was Tastefully 

Decorated with Flowers and Evergreens, She 

Sang "The Last Rose op Summer."] 



The Temple of Justice wears garlands to-night; 
Genius, culture and taste fill all hearts with delight ; 
The song-bird is with us ; her sweet voice is heard 
• With an ecstasy kindled by no other bird ; 
Her cadences float like the waves of a river, 
And 0, I could list to her music forever. 

u Tis the last Rose of Summer left blooming alone." 
O, I wish that sweet rose would forever bloom on ; 
For, to breathe its rich fragrance would quell every sigh, 
And its beautiful hues would enrapture the eye. 
The rose and the bird — the bird and the rose 
Are entwined with my life and will hallow its close. 
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THE PAST YEAR. 



Another year is numbered with the past, 

And though some evanescent joys were ours, 
They wore too deep a tinge of earth to last, 

And faded, as will fade earth's fairest flowers. 

Only in Eden's bright and glorious bowers, 
Is found the bliss to which our souls aspire ; 

And if the tears streamed down our cheeks in showers 
When God took those we dearly loved up higher, 
Why should we weep ? for they but joined the heav- 
enly choir. 
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THE SWORD OF DAMOCLES. 

* 

I covet not, O Damocles, 

Your gorgeous couch and royal feast, 

Your costly vases wrought of gold, 

Your servants heeding each command. 

No, no, I covet none of these, 

Nor will I while my eyes behold 

That frightful sword above your breast, 

Suspended by a single hair. 

That sword may in a moment fall, 

And do its bloody work of death. 

I covet not your glittering toys, 

I thirst not for your sparkling wine, 

I pine not for illusive joys, 

I would not deign to call them mine ; 

Yours is the mockery of bliss, 

And yet, in truth, life is but this. 

Sunshine and darkness come to all. 

O, is ther& not a better land ? 

And when we yield our parting breath, 

May we not hope to enter there ? 
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. GEN. JAMES SHIELDS. 



-Gov. Preston's Speech on the Occasion of Presenting: to Gbk. 

Shields a Sword, on Behalf of the State of South 

Carolina, at the Close of the Mexican JVar. 



The fadeless wreath that glory twines 
Around the war-scarred hero's brow, 

May well inspire the poet's lines; 
We need a nobler emblem now, 

To deck the brow of him who stood 

By our own sons on fields of blood. 

We bring our boundless wealth of love, 
And tears for those who fighting fell, 

And prayers for blessings from above, 
More precious than our words can tell; 

Love, tears, and prayers, all these we bring- 

We have no richer offering. 

Take these our gifts, for vain are words, 

And silence best befits our frame. 
In after years the lyre's sweet chords 
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Will echo to our hero's name; 
And bards will call him good and great — 
A noble pillar of the State. 

And if there be a wreath for me 
As bright as yon tall seraph wears, 

I know its sparkling gems will be 
Made up of love, and tears, and prayers* 

No brighter wreath can e'er be given 

To hero here or saint in heaven. 
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DEATH OF PRESIDENT GARFIELD. 



0, God ! Our bleeding hearts are turned to Thee, ' 
Our streaming eyes are raised to heaven above ; 

In this dark hour, O may our country be 
Shielded from peril in Thine arms of love. 

We weep because our chosen chief is gone ; 

O look in pity on a nation's grief ! 
No hand can heal our wounds save Thine alone, 

None else can bring our burdened souls relief. 

Dark is the cloud that now obscures our sky, 
O, arch it with the rainbow of Thy love, 

And write upon it : Man u alasf must die, 
But Qod still sits upon His throne above. 

And does the Christian patriot die ? no, 
He only passes to a happier sphere ; 

He rests from all his labors here below, 
And lives in bliss without a sorrowing tear. 



POEMS. »5 

He wears a crown of glory on his brow, 
And in his hand he holds a golden lyre ; 
I The radiant " summit " charms his vision now, 

j . And his voice mingles with the heavenly choir. 

I September 20, A. D. 1881. 
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